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i pasrert Y

ypon & time there was—and for that “hat."* replied Millyer, poinking over to

. there is today n bookkespor who the mireor roaching six fest from the floor
ified his literary ambition by writing & up
upon each of Lis summer vaentions “Come to the glass and rvetract,’' smid

14,
Miss Galland, leading the way.

What appeared to ba a mirror Hillver
found was in reality o pminting of thet por
tion of the studio whieh stond direstly in
front of 1t—the wnasel, the tahle, the hight
shiming through the north the
branehes of a tree ontside, all were faithfully

year ho gained a wife through thie pro
sity: this summer he acquired a dog cart,
pere iz the wae of it

¢ think.”" said the Liferary Bookleeper
his wife, ax he hogan sharpeving s pen:
on the morning after their arrival in the
gatry; o] think that T will weite the story

window,

f George Hillyer and Edith Galland. "’ roproduced, and, to make the illusion more
A good rden,'” said his wife, *“for I've dpceplive, ke pammting was covered wilh

inly got to have & new doegeart. Only''— plnss
eontinned seith ‘don't for
w's salia sav anvthing about Miss Gal
j;. daughter.

Bot the Literary Bookkeeper made no 1o
e like

said Miss
noting the changing expiessions ol
does ot hald
1 repouneg
heliel that

S Your theors regarding vamity,”’
Galland
Hillvar's

TENO, T he

cmphasis-

oot
jLaalell B

iy for 1
You are a

face;
Tephied,

have a stesdfast

dor he thovght that that would now
a0 i fish gtory nnd leaving out the fish. gemus amd n sorcoress.”’
e YA moal unhappy Beliof.”" smid Migs (Gal

W ifiliver snd AMise Galland niro land langhingly as she taok hold of one side
doced theme=elves to ench other dur- of the heavy framoe and palled it towards
fng # thunder storm, und thia is po=  her. The pictyre swiung out from the wall

{he reason that Hillyer received hie 2 door, revealing a zennine mirror ael

sl

a shoek whon he learned of Miss Gaol trom which gleamed

im the panel baeck of 31,
the bright reflection of 1he r-'llil‘il of misehief

.‘-I diuuzhiter
f looking guaintly up at Hillyer ouf of the cor-

On tho worning of that fatelul dny of 1he

m. 1illyver strode out  of the Mountain mners of hor eves
fage, chigurined ot the thought thot he hadl Hillver bowed loaw Lefore her and guoted
1 fnpd 1o hely ful adea for liis new siors “liko thnse panels
u Ui the people summering up {here o the OF doors and altar pneees the old monks=
y Rills, and then, wway from the bhenten Parnted in vonvents, with religions eymbols

Oy Lhie outstle, and an the inside Yenns''®

5, he wallted awas his disappentmen

.:Ilmf‘ 1ot tn the muze of fie, ecdur and ANl a o most unbapp quotation,”' =aud
iger pine of North mountain, nnd follow- Miss Gnllawd, her soile vanishing and her
B tho exzmiple of a former philosopher ol Fuee paling visthly
wild=, he lay down the sonl zhalow 1T
Lai overhurigmg oliff wil went to sloeps i Doiae old bow. "' said the Literars Baok
dif-  keeper's wife, coming radiant From her

IBut illver awaleming was distinety

Beut frony (bt of Rip's morning drive, and patting her hushapd on

o Nour pardon,”” a far pway Veice W the baeks ““dear old boy, are yon making it
'— ' 'II‘IE ‘1 orenlly bog vour pordon,tt thin zood for o dog earti’’
: BE close (0 hig ear—*but you must huorrs «PThis =tory i= goml for s dog ecart and
f B or this. plsa vou swill beeome deoneled,” hnrness, little aiel!*® the Literary Bool
Hillver aponed s cyes aml lonlid i Keoper answored cheerfully
The 1irst g drops of o sonng thundaer Let's see, " said his wife, reaching for
wer spattered an Wis faee 53 the young the manuseript

ciprasitively not ! rophied the Literary Bank-

BmEn who ool down o awnlien bam rTose
B ler (ot keopor, thening Lhe pages wver so thal Lhey
b B¥ < i ronel i b yous T e wild not e Tead SN au o mugt wiod unial gt
!_'.'nr as he gol up aml rubb 1 his pves: ' printed, ™
Bt as there s no shelter about heve, |1 Falith Gulland was sueessful artist from
B boolied for a dreneliong, whether or no ™' Pl ey she finished stwldying wnder Me-
Bl Taudy wore o e liantoshyy Wissler Her lirst pieture, “The Mrosident
B Not st oall, i von hiaeey to my workshop ™ Frawee.” won 1 prize in the silon of that
B iinre " sho roplied, poinfing to. n squary Yoats 1808, and when: she returned fo New
“!dlll'[ om the P, made Bf epdar logs, *41 York w month after zhe becume the vogun
. 1 1o look ond of the doorway when with the wembers of (hat set, smart of ol her-

to burn, and bora it

B down to (ale yent nup’ she ex wise, who lhave manes

ined [ e secret of my howling snesess, '’ she
BT enin cnme dawn an torrents as Lhe one iy eonfided Lo her mother, **is that |
Reredl thie door lo vl paeind people as fhey are, but ag they

MHillver "= oy ko 1a the reom w1 o glanees anghh 1o he.
Biwas ubout thitly eet sqoure; the norl! Pudgy old dowsgers with spub noses tn
Bt mostlv window Any eaEi]l with #enns  fame la grande dame ynder the magie of her
ppon it stood near the eenter of ihe hrueh T gross face of Mre. New, wife of
woneside 11 o tahls eovered with puint Pl fongucial paeate, Coll New, heciume &0
and hrushes in orderly armny; three almost Hunnn when put “as it ought o be’
] Miss Gialland 's ennyvas, that 1he enlonael

hehold the O

inersy gl

ity nnd » full jength oorror
Worheliop”
e vorung woman drew up vwo chairs near

lhisraelf

on adiling 4 thensuud dollars Lo the

fignre ngreed

i sAine

U L

duw, Mz Cealland wonld say,

111 stoy

anid npum B,
Bitioned 1o Hillyer to take the otler. Wilh
UL spealiing Chey watehed yozethor the poss
of the
in and Lrightened up the studio, Hillyer
Wointed to thie eanvas und ssid: 7 see that
IR | ,_OII are o painter; may T Inok at the pic-
R Jtore? .
LS Awsuredly, " she  responded,
pading the wav to the ;m‘!\l‘ll!'_:
“Mhe on'y portion thst is finished,”” she
Bxplained as Hillver came and
Ber, “*is the face of the little girly the wom-
B0 in the forepreund 1 am findiog ruther

spating X
e Jday puinting ideals for other
1.4\.-1-|.\ aml paant few for my pelt: for there

dorm, and #= the sun came out is mure rojoleing gver one effort that aprings

from the hédare than over ninety nind nive Lint
are made nnder compulsion.*’

when ecame slin hired 2
ooltage on outskirts of the village ot
Catskill, installed hor mother and others ot
and bright anod eurly eich
mountain to her work
el

Aud =o summer

the

rising pnd

her fam in i,
morning wenl up the
shop, where, free from interruption, the
forls that sprang strainht heart **
muterialized out of the wealth of her imng

ston] beside
from hor

diffieult. " ination infe gems= of pussionate beauty nnd
. What Hillver ssw wns a woman stunding pathos. o -1=
before an apen ilace, idly pleking apart

: : REASe, SELEP & ol Naw there must be something soporific

bunch of red roses snd tossing them into
ke fire, & portrait of a besutiful Little girl
down upon

whout this side of Rip Van Winkle's moun-

tain, for when Hillver upon ths seventh, 4s

stiling
intervening maornings

bove the I'I'!.'l[ltl“:'l'lsl‘l'-'
well as upon all the

Bthe pule face of the woman. who lovingly bat 0 : S :
Lsorrowtfully looked op ot the child, following the ””“"'.wit]}mq OvOrN f'“..
Hillyer was stirred at a depth of feeling studio, it wns Miss Galland who slept ”"‘:
n strongly exprossed, titne, her hend T‘l-‘-llll;_'_ npoen her arm, i"i--
! : astside the deorwiy in the slindow of @

i 3 P . s ]
‘May I ack its name?’" he gueried finully,

swoeet smelhinge for

LLres iy
nme pickures are best nameless.'’ she :
BUgEes! ol I H3 T beat » - i There is a time aud pluce for every-
& e . thing. '™ Hillver thought as he sentad himseld
‘Perhaps,** I gd thoughtfully. ' Bot ot : LI_ 2l Ut e e nd
Bll events it is hest that some people have SO0 fECL WY o ne hl SHE RS S

¥ names; wine is Hillyer "' pluecas for me 10 work "'.wn BRIy .
; Ho drew the manuseript from his pocket,

: “‘Not the Hillver who wrote *The Woman
Who-Kept-the Books!'**

! “T ean’t help it, madam; one must live,””
| b8 answored.

and—looked at Miss Gulland

For a fow minules ho studied the slecper 's
faee, with its slightly nose, flrm
chin, awl full lips just partol enongh to al
ford a glimpse of the white toeth benouth,
and theo he turned to his work gud soon hie

aquiline

t." She lunghod delightedly nnd, réaching over
I. to the table, picked wp an envelope el
J lzaud.-.] it to him,
; He read
“Miss Bdith Gallund,
"*Leagus Ateliers, B

cume ahsorboed o it
Ent i1

i

thress s
stend

before he

wis not long

n=ide and, loolking

[ iR pemel
fastlv at the sleeper’s eser, willed that they

A3d Street,

Y P
'\‘!lt‘l-ilt- a7 New York.'
ai . 3 oprn
i-\lu! you are Miss Galland, the portrait ' Anid they did oper
Paititers’* 3 i e ol e
G e “"1-"'1- . Why, hello,*t suid Mise Gialland as she
¢ tan true,"! she avewored smilingly roppeil  hersallf up on one elbow; ° wWhen
AP 1aTe ‘ Qi0 H ;
B8 the bold ont her hand. 11 'I I”“ .
Aid ¥ coitin?

"?fl'. Hillver,"* she went on with light in
EMntiance, ¢ T'vp rond your stories, but T'm
‘Dot Ioillg to swell vour mlreads good ull}llif‘.ll
OF Yourself I what 1 think of

"h-'-'l ve

4 Tust Miss Yun Winkle,”" hp re
plied, going over and sitting down heside her
] was gleepy from sitting up most ol tha

now,

telling you wight with & little girl who was illL"" she ex

AL duinel.  * Were vou workinge at your new
) Miss Galls i e | u >
} AL 1o wlland. ' he rotorted. Tiva soon oo ary oo agked, peinting to the mani
E st u dosen of vour paintings, but 1°H seript
= have the sin on my sonl of Increasing |, You'' hn vonlied brnzsile
¥ it e By r ¥ ¥
U vanity by telling you what I think ol S What is the pnme of the store?’’ =he

Mgy, 1

Ef iy ) gueried.
Who told you that | wm vaind’’ she de
ndod.

Fesgme stories, like pietures, wre best name

less, ™ he responded.
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o0, 1 say, that'=s not fair,”" said Miss Gal-
land laughingly. ** Besuies, ghe went on,
“'T et vou soe my pieture, "’ and she held out
her liand for the manuscript

“i0n ona eomlition,’’ said Hillyer, and
that is that you read it fo nfe; for 1 eun
never judge whether my work is going right
until I find goma friend willing to saerifice
himself to the extenl nf reading it alound to
me. Anid new,’’ he continued as ha handed
Lhe manusoript aver 1o her, “'T oxpect yvou fo
suggestions ns you g0

malo some valonahle
aloug '’

AMiss Galland
hesrt wnd
sitting position would allow.

“Ladies and pentlemen,”’
Inwed, ddrossing an imaginary
slio hont the ereusee out of the folded leaves:
wnd gentlemen., | have the unique

her
her

placed” her bamd npon

howed as low hefore him as
hegan Miszs Gal

“l'l'llf‘ﬂi'f! us

Fnddies

honor of rteading to wou nn as vef unpub
lished story from ths pen of our favorile
writer, Mr. George illver. Kindly do not

hesitate Lo interrapi the reader at any ]\flil\l
should a suggestion for the hetterment of tha
inla oecur to von, for the author lolls me
that for tha firgt time in his career he does
not feel quite sure of himself.'”
Millyer
said nothing of the Kiml "’

** Your remarks, not being wn the
n suggestion Miga Galland, **are oul
of order, and vom will Kindly

This story of Mr. Ifillver®s
vontinued lonked nt minuseript,
“tig entitled * A SHeven Day Courtship, —sure-
Iv an interosting title,*' commented the read
cr—''‘and bhegins as follows:

apom the first T seem o have had a
premonition thal in this mr) T bava mel my
have onlsy known her o
tho first time in

U Toxdtige o, sanl v :'le_". LR |
nature ol
*Y A
keep quet,
.

naoiw slie

= she L he

fale: for althongh 1
find my=elf for
dendly earnost

¢ i Tg there such a thing in reality as
communion of Sweetheart,
there under tha fir tree, 1T will that you upen
T love vou™ "'

wonlk, 1
love—in
the
wonls? slooping

~ pyvoE #nd linpw thial

Misz Galland tuened the leaf aver—tihe
next puge was hlank, and Ihe next alio—ashn
find rend all that had heen writlen of the
glory of ' A Beven Tiay Courtship,”' aml the

knowledge (hat she had heen reading {o Hill
ver his confession of love for her overcame
her like n ed her hopd and
tried to quiet the thrabbing of her heart

cCRAth, ! Hillver as bhe put s
aronund her and hield her eloga, *7 1L G5 for
Beven Day Courtghip’
Which 1a

flovd ne she ba

ea el arm
Yol

to =av whether the
ends Linppily or miserably for me

it to hel™!

No!'' ghe exelaimed: i
are enlirely
?

ligs en
ignorant

+§ Nol

firely with you You

disposition)’
Hillver as he

of  my=—my

HRep, 't ernd turned her
faeed him; *fatop, for

i you lkept hooks

et around until she

1 would love ol evoen
vourself! *’

infereed that

itk

i love

Fromm this statement
Illver
femminine invaders of his profession, and she
hesetlly at sueh an oddly
l'\.!il'{".«:‘"’l protestation of affectlon,

Bul Tll][_'-l'l' Lethouglit
af an engagement to meet tha Jjunior mem
friend—

wis not exnotly with tha

laughed long and

just here limepll

boer of 1lie who
in New York thal evening, and, telling 13dith

I iy was also s

that he woull go over tp the Mountain
hotse npd endeavor {o effect an ad journ-

ment by phone, he hastily tore himself nway

T wall coltnge in
Cptskill ¢ 5 ho
called out sz he gayly chimbed the monntain

coma down Lo ¥our

afternoon,”’

o'eloek this

path; **bhe sure vou 're homa by that time.™’
e stopped and turned around for her
reply.

Fdith, standing in the =unlit path, kisseq
first ane hand, then the other, and putting
her outstretehed palma under her chin, softl
Wew the liss up the mountiinside to Hillver

Upon which—(), the {foohshness of min

kind'—he vame rupning back.
Ir

When the Literarsy BEookkeeper hnd writ
ton this much of his story the eloel
11, and he put the manuseript in o large on
velope, securely sealing it by s ginnmaed
fiup, while his wife jooked on

i What a bright old Loy it §s.'" she savd,
coming over and alipping hée arm throngeh
lis, **to begin a story in the Wi
have it ready ta send awny the same night, "'

iNDYY sle raplicd, Wer eves laking npon
theomselves @ rather guisicnl esjiression

follow to liave such #

WAt A

guileless wife

subtle

SDoublless Eve sald that to Adam, ' eom
mented the Literary Bookkeeper

Vone sbout 4 o'cloek that nftornoon Hill
vor rofle down from the Mopntain hovse and
woent over tn Miss Galland 's cottage on

the edze of the

tha

corner of a quiet stroet ot
villnge
Wa oue seomod toa be abont but o pretty

little girl 3 or 4 vears of age, who wis Crave-

Iv swingiag hor doll to slecp n o hnmoek
e lello, Tittle gl ospid Hillyer: “tilous
Miss Galland live herel’™’

slia pnswered: ‘fshies gone o the

Yeos
postoffice; dan't sou 'storh my dollie! " ahe
continued an Hillyver seated himesell nenr Lo
Bammioek

e Not for the world

waid Iillyer reassuringls

my ddear voung lady,

rxow,"" he econ

timued, *'1 guess von are Miss Galland ‘s
Jittls sister.™
el eposs nol, "’ r|-||Fia-.| this  dvenr old

Iwentieth eentury ehild **1'm her little girt,
1 sy dou'l be too fuuny.

MORNING, JANUARY 14, 1912,

““Of course, "’
“Your
name 15 Jeanie

nssonted Millver soothingly
mame is—let mae Your
"
'||i\'_'
Feith
YI10'mooeher milly or fast
Hillver ax he looked rlosoly at

sep—I{), ves,

“Now vou're
FE MY

replied the little gird
namn is viou mighl kKnow, ™"

bt nmir!:_- =/

thought | e
ehild

There was suroly & striking resem
blance hetween the little girl and Miss Gal
Iand, The dark. hair, fearless

eyes, und curved lips;, ‘4 miniatare i,

st

BEameae Whyt

“snid Hillyer, half alond.

SCThere comes my o mamma, " T eried the litple
eirl, poinfing down the stroet
As Muisz Galland

grecfod Hillyer, the ohild sprang
drew Fdith's head

and
her
clnga 1o

came up the stops

Hilo
arms ani down
lier awn

This 1z a
spoke up Willver: “*buf as the hittls

direct infringement on  m}
rights,”*
rirl Tlatters ma by
I suppose 1

Ll the hittle girl,
Inoking up and patting Mizs Gulland 's clicek.

Miss and sot the child
diwn S Ran in tho
swoelheart: | want to talk to this

evineing sueh good taste,

Chan agnore it

Whoe e, s
flushed

o,

Galand
upom iz R VI,
holige now
gontloman for a
they
showel no dosire to
for she sut, pule and distranght, looking down

the quot sireet.

lew minules

worp plone Miss CGanlland

“talk to the geotleman,™”

But swhen

Ihe silenee soon bhecame uobearable to 1Tl
vor, #nd he ended it by going over to Miss
Galland 's =ide and saying quistly:

“Udith, af youn are troubled, (o whom else
ehould hut You ean alwava
he sure of my sympathy, no matter what!’

VUNa maller what? ™' she echoed faintly, as
she looked down ot his leet,

von o come llll"-‘l

“*Yes, just thut, sathoot any reservabion
whatsoever,”” he replieid

“Nou e a most generons hearted inan,""
gild Miss Galland as she stond up and Jooked
Hillver in the fiaee: *“bot 171 not allow vour
heart to overeame vonr  betler  gudgment
ot <lie awent on, as 1illver made a ges
ture of dissent, T inspsl My vachtion 1
ended: 1T and my household are fo return to
New York lomorross. Think il wover, and

then, if you choose, come up 1o my studio on
Thirty-third straat

O] ean 't
ver regretfally, *“as wmy (oend answoered my

yrgue Lhe matter,”” replied il

megsage 1._\- AN NI [I:‘|1 he musl Iu_.,-llul-h-

e me this evenimg, and T shall have 1o
hurry tn eateh the 5:30 train.  Good-bye,
Fdithis hang it, how can 1 say good-hye an

sieh 0 public plaea?  Bot PN make up for
it tomarrow nighr

Just the famtest of =ailes lit up Miss Gal-

Innd ‘s fure as cho look the owtstrebelied
hand, and in awolber instant Hillyer was
nne

e tost infame, " eried Falith 'r\}'-l!'ﬂn‘n”_‘-
15 =he entored the cottuge door,

OWhy, Edith, dear, 't exelaimed the mother
meeling her in the hallway, “are von jonughio

or cryvipg?™’

1 sav, George,'" enid MneBranty Floyd,
Hillver's friend. the mmor member of “‘the
firm,”" as Lhey ant together in the office thag

evening. ‘‘in leaven's unme, man, what is
the matter with voun? 1've put in a sohd
Wour explaining this beautiful  scheme of

and vou are about as appreciative as
& woaaden Indian, 1 pever knew yvou to have
the hlue devils before; did vou acquire themw
Catskills1**

afraid so,

mine,

in The
“1'm

eloomily

Mae,"* replied Hillyer

*STEAMING THE SEALED

1€ T hail known that vou intended spend-
ing vour whule oating up there,'* Vovd con
tinued, **1 would have given wvou =2 'l-;H‘.‘l' ol
introduetion to my {riend, Miss Hdith Gal
lamly wha, agide from being & painteyr of pie
tures with ideas behind thom, is the hright
vl and most interesting
mquiintancee.  You wonldn
‘dotty”® it you'd her,

*No? How long koown this
paragon ™ asked Hillyver with sodden anima-

woman of my ag

have come hack

et
have vou

tron

““Fover sinre she was horn;, twenty-two or
twenty-three venrs Floxil.
And then, noling Hillver's told
in detail the of ane girl whose com
polling foree of charncter changed the desert
of adversity into a garden which bhlossomed
as tha rose

*“But she is not =
expression,”*

answered
interest, he

ago,’"

slory

Lo use vour
siid Flord 1n conclusion, **for,
hor mother and | know to our sor-

paragon,

as both
row, shp delights i andaciously leading oven

her Lest friends into the most illagical pit-

fulls and then langhing wm them. '
By heavens! ' eried Hillver, starting up,
““tmt she'll not leueh ar me!’

What?'® execliomed Flavd; **you've met
her®  And this, then, is (he explaznation of
vour state of mind?™'

And so il eame 1o pass that Hillver fold
Bam all, .

Tt was 0 o'vlock on the following evening
when Ilillyver called at the studio en Thirtr-
third streel and was ushered io by a little
gerving mad

Miss Galland, sittingy at a tahle at the for-
ther end of the raom, tried 1o Iook as if sha
wore reading a large hook which she hield
her lap: but when Hillyer, disregarding the
invitution, exprossed by a of  her
hand, to eome aver and sit beside her, went
instoad around to the hack of her chair and,
looking over her shonlder, saw that the book
was merely an old gazetecr, and furthermore
eaw that Edith was intensely interested in
the title page, he knew thati she was nop so
bér cuze as she wounld have it ap-

maotion

mueh al
pear
“You {oll me,'" smd Iillyer coldly, ad.
dressing the back of AMiss Galland s head,
“yon told me to think it over, and then, it
I chose, to conte up lhere”’
The slipped
Fdith's lop to the floor.
didun’d wiidt my heart te overiome
mv bhetler judgment; I've concluded notl to
Tet it
Making «w Ntlle inarliculate RBdith
sprung from her chair and tried fo run post
Hillver the wljoining but  hae
cought her o bis pems dnd beld hor fasl,

lieavy hook unhepded from

““You

do =a! "’
ery,

inlo room;

FLAP OF A LARGE ENVELQPE.'

Wl o cthe

‘THIS 15 THE TIME AND
PLACE FOR ME TO WORK
“AT MY STORY *

40, but you've got to heur me out,”’ s
Hillyer. **My beait and my bhest judgment
having united in declaring themselves #=
boing unahle to do withent vou, why, 1've
come up here to tell son 50 *'

“You had a most enticing war of hegin-
ning the telling, vou wicked fellow,”" Hdith
replied, softly crying down HillYer's immac

nlata shirt, front.

Hillyer took lier by the shoulders and held
her aoff st arms” length.

VERdith Gallund,”* bhe exelaimod
friond MacBranty Floyid
to tell me of vour dead sister’s ehild, little
Fdith; how the accident whieh cansed
death of vour sister and her horbind also
made the little girl unconseiovs for days, and
that upon tha child's recoverr she thought
that wore her mother, still thinks so—
vou not having the heart to dissunde her—
if, 1 say, Floxd had not 1old ma this, 1T would

taf my

hud not chanesd

tna

vou

still he in all (hn misery inta whieh vour
silenoa plunged me yesterdav.''
Fdith's tearful eves preveniad Hillyver

from going any forther into his
and he pgain took her into his arms, feeling
us if the offensa wera his own instead of
Edith's

‘T had not realizad the hideousness of this
thing vatil now,”” said Mias Galland ae =he
bid her face on Hillyer's shonlder. **Nume

ITISVHNCE,

the price of your forgiveness and [ will
pay it.™'
1), if it’= a matter of priee,”” replied

Hillyer, “‘“my terms are that you marry ma
within s month.'”

H Fasy torms, excopt as to the wedding.
suid Miss Galland. “*Dear old hoy, can't wa
put that off until spring?’’

“¢Mharc’s to he no haggling over the price,
Edith Galland,”” Hillyer replied warpiogly.
“t('ome. you gave me your word. '’

¥ # #

i Wall. T've finished the storr and mailed
it,"" the Literary Bookkeeper announced next
davy at the dinnar tahle.

“Goad,’" said his wife, approvingly, “fand
if the concluding section is ns well Jone as
{ha first two. it will make a hit.”’

(iWhat do yvon Ekoow of the Ffirst two
narts?’’ inquired the Literary Bookkeeper;
soyon didn’t ses them.'’

“Nol But I did, you old silly,”* =she re
plied. 4‘If yon had been up at 4 o'clock
this morning wou'd have discoversd me
steuming the sealed flap of o Inrge envelopa
over the teakettle,’’ and she laughed at tha
success of her artful scheming.

Now the Literary Bookkeaper conld af-
ford to. and did, laugh. with his wife, Dbe
ecansa tha story which she had untimely
steameid from its manily safeguard was not
the one which vou have iust read. but o ore-
viéed version, got up for her specisl early
morning clandestine pemsal. with hoth thess
sigsides’® and the **daughter’’ left oui.

v Perhups.” said the Literary Hookkeepers
wifi Hat tnken aback by the sincerity
of her hosbands  lavghter, "'porhaps  you
Fung mye-T mesn Miss Gullaod 's—daughter
i o0 the seans in the last act. But it doesn’t
wntter. for our friends will not recognize mo
= ihe vame of Edith Gelland; will thay,
villainous old bhoy?"’
the Liternrv Bookkooper
equentilly, (1),

SOIMeS

und
fo vou think, veoua

Mre. Hillyer,’®
answerad oheorfully, 12 ineot

o) miwayg hope for the best

What Mekes 3 Womsn?

One hundred and twenty ponnds.
more or less, ¢f bone and muscle don't
makp a woman. It's a good founds.

ot iuto it health mnd strength

tion.

pud she may rile a kingdom. But
thet's just what Eleetric Bittera give
ber  Thounsands bless them for over.

coming fainting and dizzy spells and
for dispelling weakness, nervousneas,
bucknohe and tired, listless, worn.out
focling. *‘Electric Bitters have done
me a world of good.'” writes Eliza Poonl,
Depew, Okla., “‘ond T thank you with
all mv heart for making such a good
medicine '’ Only 50c, Guaranteed by
Sehramm-Johnson Dreogs, five stores

The Choice of s Husband

ia too important s maiter for a woman
to be Eandicapped by weakness. b

blood or fonl hreath. Awoid these kill-
hopes by taking Dr. King's Life Pills.
New strength, fine complexion, pure
hreath. eheerful spirits—thinga that win
men-—follow their use. FEnny, safe, sura.
ohe. Sehramm-Joboson Drugs, five

sloroem

3
,'.



